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time dressing and combing his long, straight, blond 
hair. He looked at his beautiful naked body in the 
bathroom mirror and sighed. Probably no workout 
tonight. He wondered vaguely if the dude drank. 
He put a bottle of bourbon on the table. If his 
guest didn’t drink, fuck him! Lou planned on 
getting bombed anyway. 

There was still half an hour to go and Lou 
looked down at his giant prick which was arching 
down over his pendulous balls in their silken sac. 
He handled it for a few moments, wondering if he 
should jack off and take the curse off the first part 
of the evening. But then, the kid might be some- 
thing else, He decided to wait. 

Lou had almost decided to answer the door 
stark naked, then thought better of it just as the 
doorbell rang. He pulled on a pair of tight blue 
jeans and answered the door. Holy Hannah! There 
stood a dark-haired beauty with a sensational 
body, as far as Lou could tell! He was tall and slim, 
but very well built; Lou could tell the way his 
square, shelving pectorals showed through his tight, 
white T-shirt. And the lump in his crotch promised 
to be more than adequate if the situation 


developed. 


The lad grinned and said, “My name is Clete 
Masters. I’m Terry's cousin—and I take it that your 
Lou.” 
”” Lou answered with his eyes shining, 

“Lou Saunders. Come in!” 

“You're just like Terry described you,” Clete 
said, smiling. 

“And what was that?” 

“Goodlooking, blond and I can see that you 
have a nice body.” 

“How good of a cousin to Terry are you?” Lou 
inquired, excitement warming his breath. 

Clete cocked his head and replied, “Kinda ki: 
ing cousins, you could say.” 

“Is that supposed to tell me something?” Lou 
asked coyly 

Clete looked at Lou strangely. Then changing 
the subject, he asked, “Can I take off my shirt? 
You look so fucking comfortable that way.” 

“Take everything off if you want to. I don't 
mind a bit,” Lou answered. 

Clete pulled off his shirt, revealing a magni 
upper body, just as Lou had imagin 


“Where did you get that build, Clete?” Lou 
asked, his eyes greedily devouring the handsome 
flesh with his eyes. 

“Tve lifted weights for a whilé;”Clete replied, 
his eyes raking Lou’s body also. 

Lou sat down beside Clete and said, “I've got to 
get a question out of my mind. Is that your cock 
for real, and if so, what do you do with it?” 

Clete grinned and said, “You'll have to find out 
for yourself. Go ahead—it won't bite!” 

Lou laid his head on Clete's washboard stomach 
and ran his palm down the long, protruding ex- 
tension in Clete’s left pant leg. Finding it hard, he 
unzipped Clete's pants and hauled the beautiful 
monstrosity out into the open. “Do you mind if I 
suck it?” Lou asked buskily, running his fist slowly 
up and down the pulsating column. 

“Only if can suck you back!” Clete said with a 
grin. 

“And you learned all this on the farm?” Low 
asked incredulously. 

“Farm? Who told you that? Terry? Christ! f'm 
the one who taught him all he knows!” Clete 
replied. “And you can sec me any time at the 
Velvet Glove. I'm the nude go-go dancer there! 

“Wall,” Lou said softly and happily, “there's 
‘one thing about you that reminds me of the 
farm—you'te bung like a horse!” 


“Come on, skip the prelims, 
Andy said, gripping his confined 
cock with his hand, “I ain’t the 
kind of guy who needs kissing 
and all that horseshit—et’s just 
get this fuck on the road, 
whatdyasay?” Royal bent down 
and bit the stud’s nipple and 
rubbed his palm over the bulging 
crotch 

“Anything you say, Andy,” 
Royal replied. “Anything.” He 
helped the stud get out of his 
clothes, then with blazing eyes, 
surveyed the beautiful body 
standing before him. “Goddamn, 
but that’s one hell of a rod you 
got swinging, you know that?” 
Andy smiled meekly, but none- 
theless, cock-sure of himself. 

“Never had any complaints!” 
he announced. “You got any 
dirty magazines around this 
place? Something | can look at. 
something to help keep me in the 
mood. Not that I'm really gonna 
need anything—I dig you enough 
the way it is 
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“I'm taking her out—hold on!" 
he announced. Royal thought 
that his entire guts were going to 
follow the retreating prick. He 
struggled to hold them back. 

Andy flopped down on the 
chair, slightly exhausted from 
the short fuck. Royal stretched 
out and lay across Andy’s lap, his 
ass sticking up at that stud’s face. 
“You've been ramming your 
cock up in there. How about 
getting your tongue in the same 
place and licking around for a 
taste treat?” 

“You're calling the shots, 
kid," Andy responded, burrow. 
ing his face down into the valley 
between the cheeks. He rimmed 
his way around the partially 
fucked asshole, then brought his 
head back up. “You like that, 
Royal?" 

“Plenty!” he replied. He sat 
next to Andy, both men with 
roaring hards stabbing up into 
the air. “Wanna try a mutual jack 
off?” he asked 

“1 told you, you name it and 
we'll do itt" Andy answered. 
Royal reached over and clamped 
his fist around Andy's gigantic 
prick. Andy gripped Royal's and 
they both began to whip each 
other off. Suddenly, Andy pulled 
his fist away, Royal groaned, but 
he kept jacking at Andy's prick. 
"She's gonna come!” Andy 
whimpered. “Oh, Jesus, Royal! 
V'm coming! I'm coming!” Royal 
beat the stiffened meat furiously. 
The mighty head seemed to ex- 
plode. Royal shoved his fist all 
the way down to the base and 
held it tightly against the pubic 
hairs. Then he slid it up the shaft 
again, pulling still more gushing 
jism to the top. Then back to the 
base, heavily and crashing into 
the tight curls. 

“You fucker,” Royal com- 


plained. “You shot all over your 
gut! And left me with nothing! 
Shit, | want to come, too!" 

‘You will, babe, 
Andy whimpered breathlessly 
‘Now lick all this shit outa my 
bellybutton! Man, I'm all co 
with come! 

‘Don't whine! [t's your load 
Royal said 2 
Andy's stom: 

“Now Vil bring you off, 
buddy,” Andy announced. His 


promise 


he licked away at 


ibido had waned, but he wanted 


to see his friend shoot his load 


“Okay if | beat it for you?” 
Royal nodded, Andy got the 
magazine and resied it on his 
stomach. 
Royal’s huge cock and went to 
Work on it. “See if you can hit 


He grabbed ho 


this picture over here with your 


load,” he said huskily 

Royal was sprawled off a chair 
next to Andy, his legs spread 
suggestively. Andy spit into. his 
palm, then grabbed his fist 
around the cock again, Slowly he 
slid up and down the throbbing 
shaft. He could feel the massive 


build-up deep below the base of 
the rod and it would be soon 
bubbling up and out of the slit, 
Royal was rolling his head from 
side to side, but he kept his eyes 
‘open, trying to watch Andy’s fist 
as he worked him over. 

“How ya’ doing?” Andy asked 
huskily, The only answer he got 
was a gasp for breath. “I dig 
ya'l” Andy exclaimed. He 
worked faster and faster, watch- 
ing the glistening moisture ap- 

in the mouthing slit. “Go 
ahead, let it go!” 

Royal raised up off the seat 
and shot a scalding load high into 
the air. He was right on target. 
‘The wad of come landed right on 
the opened magazine on Andy's 
stomach. The spitting cock slow- 
ly eased off, a smile of pure 
pleasure inched across Royal's 
handsome face. “How'd | do?” 
he asked breathlessly. “Did Ih 
the picture you wanted me to?’ 

“You sure as shit did, buddy!” 
Andy replied. "That's one of the 
magazines | posed for and you 
shot your load right on my face! 
| knew I'd get you, one way or 
the other!” They broke into un- 
controllable laughter, the come 
slipping off the glossy paper and 
dripping down between Andy's 


legs. 
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Rex Hogan answered the door- 


bell and saw a nice, clean cut, 

blond fellow standing there. 

“Yes?” he asked pleasantly. 
“Are you Rex?” the boy 


“Right—but who are you?” 

“Jay Monroe.” Rex looked a 
little puzzled until Jay added, 
“The guy from the ad." 

“Oh! Glad to finally meet 
you! | was all prepared for—oh, | 
don't know what!” 

Jay laughed and replied, “I 
know just what you mean. Don't 
think 1 wasn't 2 little apprehen- 
sive, 100!” 

“Well, come on in. Don't just 
stand outside in the cold!” 

"Cold?! In this ninety degree 
weather? I'm so hot, | could 
pop!” 

“How about a beer? That 
might cool you off a little, Sorry 
I don't have aic-conditioning.”” 

“If you don’t mind, Ul take 
my shirt off,” Jay said. 


“{ started the strip—it's your next go,” Jay 
said, smoothly. 

*Okay—and I'll be a little more brazen than 
you,” Rex replied, unzipping, and stepping out 
of his pants. 

Jay's eyes riveted to Rex's huge cock, which 
was still flaccid, but beginning to give signs of 
awakening, “I can't believe it!” Jay stated, 
breathlessly. “To think that you'd come out of 
an ad!” 

Rex undid his buckle, and unzipped his pants. 
Aha! He wasn’t wearing shorts, and that gave 
him the best clue. He had come prepared to 
make this first meeting memorable. Jay lifted his 
butt, so that Rex could slip his pants down, and 
his already throbbing monster slapped up 
against his belly, as Rex released it from its con- 
fining prison. “I knew it would be like this,” Rex 
murmured. “With a body such as yours, it just 
had to be great!” 

Jay turned Rex around, after urging him to 
his feet, and pulled him down on his lap, his 
prick sinking between Rex's thighs, and showing 
under Rex's balls in front. He grasped Rex's 
hardening cock, and had it stiff and ready for 
business in a second. “Oh, baby—the trip was 
really worthwhile!” he gasped, as Rex ran his 
palm over his vastly engorged crown, which 
was sticking up between Rex's legs. 

“This is really a ridiculous position,” Rex 
said, with a chuckle. He arose, and drew Jay up 
from his chair, and kissed him soundly, both 
the boys lightly jacking each other off, as they 
dueled with their tongues. He bent, and licked 
and nibbled at one of Jay's erecting nipples, 
while Jay threw his head back, his eyes closed 
and his lips drawn tautly against his clenched 
teeth, 


He suddenly pushed Rex into a chair, and got 
between his opened thighs. He lifted Rex's huge 
nuts in the palm of his hand, and took them, 
one by one, into his fiery mouth, bathing them 
with his molten saliva. It was Rex's turn to 
throw his head back, and his beautiful ass 
writhed and jerked, as Jay’s tongue fluttered up 
his huge, swollen urethra, stopping to pull at his 
frenum, the little flap of skin that coupled his 
foreskin to the underside of hs crown with his 
lips, then to dance his tongue tip-all over the 


vast surface of his hysterical nerve-ended crest. 

“Oh, Christ!” Rex pleaded, “don’t tease me 
that way! Please suck it, Jay—please, please, 
PLEASE!!” 

“One other thing I've got to find out,” Jay 
muttered, pulling Rex off the chair, turning him 
around, and pushing him down so that his 
hands were on the seat of the chair, and his 
gorgeous fanny was presented to Jay's hungry 
gaze. “Beautiful—just beautifull” Jay said, und- 
er his breath, as he spread the classical buttocks 
with his fingers until Rex's rosy brown, fluted 
asshole was bared. He bent down and touched 
his tongue tip to the lens-like aperature, and Rex 
groaned in ecstasy. “You like that?” Jay whis- 
pered. 

“Qooocoh, Christ, yes!” Rex replied, between 
chattering teeth. 

“Will you let me fuck you?” 

“All you want to!” 

Jay stood up, and Rex was at his loins im- 
mediately, grasping the gorgeous weapon, and 
sucking it into his throat without so much as a 
22g. 

“Holy Christ!” Jay howled. “How can you do 
that?” 

Rex pulled off for a second, and said, “it's one 
of my major talents. I just pretend that I'm go- 
ing to chug-a-lug a beer, and my throat opens.” 

“That's the wildest feeling in the world to be 
able to sink in to my balls!” Jay moaned, as Rex 
took him all the way again. “If you let me 
come, I promise I'll have another load ready in 
five minutes,” he said, in a shaky voice. 

Rex nodded, his head bobbing back and 
forth. Suddenly, Jay's nuts boiled over, and an 
unbelievable load rocketed from his urethra, 
and crashed into Rex's tonsils. He grunted and 
groaned, as volley after volley ricocheted 
around Rex’s throat, Rex swallowing frantically 
to not lose one precious drop. 

Finally, Jay pulled away with an exhausted 
sigh, and said, “T'll give you five minutes to get 
ready—then I'm going to fuck you silly!” 

“That's all right with me!” Rex said, softly, 
“and I’ve found out one thing for sure!” 

“What's thet?” 

“It certainly pays’ to advertise!” 


Walt turned the key and 
opened the apartment door, He 
went inside and beckoned for the 
younger guy to follow him. 
“Don't sweat, chum! 1 told you 
there wasn’t anybody home; I 
wasn't joking! The old lady 
works and God only knows 
where the old man is!” Lee 
stepped inside and closed the 
door behind him, Walt slid the 
bolt, “Just in case,” he ex- 
plained. He reached out and put 
his arms around Lee’s waist and 
pulled his lower body up against 
his, “I don’: guess Ihave to offer 
you a drink or anything, do I?” 
Lee shook his head. “I didn’t 
think so! Besides, you're too 
young to handle the stuff!” 

“Thar’s right,” came the reply 
“and I don't make it a habit of 
going to some older guy's pad, 
either!” Walt chuckled, “What in 
hell you laughing at?” 
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of good old K.Y. “Yeah, that 
some out on me and jack me a 
little-get me nice and slick and 
we'll see what happens!” Walt 
Both young studs settled back, 
each leisurely beating his own 

“Would you care if I sucked it 
Lee's mighty soaring pole and let 
him mouth drop down over the 
gargantuan head. He sucked the 
K.Y. covered shaft completely 
down his throat before he came 
up off the throbbing prick, ‘I 
know you're getting ready, Lee. 
don’t waste any of our jazz! I 
don’t want you shooting all over 
my bed!” 

‘Get on yo 


r knees 


again, 


Res 


Walt,” Lee whispered. “Yeah, 
like that! Now reach back and 
grab hold of my nuts—play with 
“em a little for me, will ya'?” 
Walt was certain that the chicken 
was just about ready to ram his 
man‘sized cock up into his ass- 
hole, so he prepared himself for 
the ‘assault, He was pulling at 
Lee's surging nuts with madden- 
ingly increasing speed. Lee was 
holding his achingly hard cock 
down on Walt's back, having 
made no effort to poke it into 
the waiting asshole, “I’m gonna 
come, Walt!” Lee cautioned. 
“['m—l'm-gonna!" He didn’t 
have time to finish the sentence, 
he let his nuts boil over and spew 
out through the head of his cock, 
the load washing all over Walt’s 
back, Walt let go of the writhing 
nuts and flipped over onto his 
back. The spent come soaked 
into the sheets. Lee lost no time 
getting himself straddled over his 
sex partner, Reaching down, he 
grabbed both his and Walt's cock 
with his fist. His cock was still 


spurting forth, the come landing 
in Walt’s pubic hair, He jacked 
Walt furiously and felt the mon- 
strous head explode, sending 
Walt's wad up against his ab- 
domen. The flow slowly ebbed, 
Walt heaved a sigh and let his 
shoulders drop onto the bed. Lee 
continued milking both spitting 
rods, his face a pleasure mask. 
“You really shoot a wicked 
load, Walt,” Lee remarked, ‘for 
an older man, that is! Hey, I've 
bee come 
you've kept your sunglasses on 
all the time?" 
“I'm damned near as blind as a 


wond 


ing how 


bat without 'em,”” Walt confided. 
“You really think I'd take ’em 
off and miss seeing what I've just 
seen?” He began to laugh as Lee 
joined him, He flung himself for: 
ward and ground his stomach 
into the older man’s come-cov- 
ered abdomen 
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Don Flaherty wandered 
around the apartment, feeling 
lonesome and blue, He had just 
left San Francisco to come to. 
Los Angeles to live with his 
cousin, Garth Flaherty. Garth 
‘was a great looking guy, and it 
‘was no wonder he was out all the 
time. As a matter of fact, Don 
wished he would notice him as 
someone other than his cousin. 
Don was aware that Garth was 
gay, but they'd never even dis- 
cussed it. And as far as Garth 
knew, Don was 2 babe in the 
woods. Oh, he was nice to him 
and—family. That’s about as far 
as it went. If Garth only knew 
what he did to Don when he ran 
around the apartment naked. He 
had a fabulous body and the 
cock! Oh, my God, that cock! 
Don had never seen it hard—only 
about halfway—in the morning 
when Garth had a piss hard. But 
he knew that it had to be nine 
inches at the least and possibly as 
large as ten! Don had only come 
out in gay life six months ago 
and wasn’t quite ready to admit 
it to Garth, even though it was 
hell to go to bed every night with 
him and know that gorgeous 
prick was right next to 
Several times, Garth had pushed 
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his gigantic hard-on into Don's 
back, but when Don tried to 
reciprocate, Garth had just 
grunted and changed positions. 

There was only one of Garth's 
friends he had more than just 
met—the others were only hur- 
ried introductions—Wes Caffe. 
But he sure would like to get to 
know Wes better! He was tall and 
blond, had a better than average 
body and the huge bulge in his 
blue jeans was absolutely mouth 
watering! 

Garth treated Wes as if they 
were just good friends, but on 
Wes, Don could read much more. 
The doorbell sounded and Don 
answered it, opening the door 
and seeing Wes standing there 
looking hopeful. “Come on in, 
Wes,” Don said hastily 

“Isn't Garth home?” Wes 
asked, his hopes suddenly dying. 

“No, but you could wait for 
him. Let me get you a beer and 
talk to me a little bit, will you?” 

Wes looked at the cute, dark- 
headed lad and decided, Why 
not? He didn’t have anything to 
do and Don was pleasant, so he 
smiled and sat down. 

Don brought in two beers and 
sat down beside Wes, who had 
taken a seat on the floor. “You 
know Garth pretty well, don’t 
you, Wes?” Don asked, trying to 
lead the conversation where he 
wanted it to go. 

“You might say—intimately 
Wes answered. 

“Have you ever—been to bed 
with him?” Don asked boldly 

Wes snorted and asked, “What 
would you know about that sort 
of thing?” 

“Vm not so dumb!” Don 
retorted hotly 

“Garth told me that you 


didn’t know nothing about noth- 
ing.” 

“1 know he's got at least a 
nine inch peter and that I'd give 
anything to suck it!” 

Wes gaped at him incredulous- 
ly. “We thought you were just a 
stupid youngster! Just last night, 
Garth happened to mention that 
if you were in bed with him 
much more, he wasn’t going to 
be responsible for what 
happens!” 

“He's never made one pass at 
me!” 

Then you make a pass at 
him=after all, you're only inches 
away from him. | wish Garth felt 
that way about m 

“1 don’t see why he doesn’t. | 
think you're great!” 

“You mean that you've been 
thinking about me2?”” 

“Have 1 ever! In my day- 
dreams we strip each other 


slowly and have huge, roaring 
hard-ons by the time we get 
naked—and then—” 

Wes pulled Don close to him 
and kissed him, reaching for the 
‘obvious extension in Don’s light 
pants. 

Feeling Wes's hand on his 
burgeoning prick, Don immedi- 
ately responded by grasping 
Wes’s huge throbber through the 
material of his pants, “God! You 


must be hung as heavy as 
Garth!’ Don exclaimed 
excitedly. 


“Let's start doing that strip 
you dreamed about,” Wes 
whispered huskily. “You've 
really turned me on!" He im- 
mediately unzipped Don’s tight, 
white pants and encircled his fist 
around Don's already full-blown 
peter. 

“Now me!” Don said breath- 
lessly, and Wes got up on 


knees so that Don could unzip 
him. Don pulled the blue jeans 
down over Wes’s hips. He 
whimpered at the sight of the 
mammoth shaft and the. vast, 
perfectly formed, helmet-shaped 
crown. He took the crest into his 
mouth until the tip touched the 
arch of his throat, then using a 
newly found technique, he 
opened his throat and eased the 
crown and shaft down his throat 
until his nose and lips were 
buried in Wes's dark blond, 
curly, pubic patch. “Holy Christ! 
You're the fuckin’ end!” Wes 
gasped. “I've just transfered all 
my affection to Garth's cousin! 
You must have had plenty of 
experience with those San Fran- 
cisco studs!” 

Don chuckled and replied, 
“Not so much the studs as Coit 
Tower!” 


